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Aunt Dorothy’s Corner

Dear Children:

Aunt Dorothy is still teo i1l to write you
a long letter, but ske sends you loving
ereetings and says vou shall go on just as
vou now are doing In your pleasant work
;'-'t' our page.  All the storles received, pic-
tures that will reproduce and letters that are
interesting have been sent in to the print-
for use on the page, so she is ready to

ers
hear from you again, and as your stones
and letters are helping very much to cheer
her in her fllness 1 hope you will all write
.-1.1.:-|:.". and as often as you find _tim--. Next
week will tell you herself .something
about Atlantic City, where she Is resting
for a few days before taking up her usunl
work with you. .
Beulinh Smallwood is requested to :wud in
puzzies as often as opportunity offers, as
they liked by the children
Mrs Hogan wants to know

al which ecircle
of

is ready to undertake the sending out

badges, on receint of list from her weekiy.
She has too many letters to read to take
time to answer all or even to address the

envelopes to send out the badges. So she
sends out this call for help for herself. She
will pay the postage if you will do the
work. 1 am afrald our members arc for-
getting one of our important rules, that of
sending a self-nddressed stamped envelope
and properly filled out eoupon for badges to

be rveturned. 1f you did this in every iIn-
stance Mrs. Hogan would not have to eall
for help. She is now doing Aunt Dorothy’s

work also, so you can understand that you
should all keep your pledge and help where
you can, for a few weeks at least. A spe-
vial book prize is offered this week for the
largest list of league members secured by
another league member. Any one may join,
remember, and the more the merrier for
our winter work.
11ow many of you are Junior Endeavor-
er=7 We are asked to give a corner of our
page to this work. Let Aunt Dorothy
know whaat you think about it very soon.
Yours, cordially
THE CHILDREN'S EDITOR.
Pleasant letters, stories, etc., are hereby
acknowledged with thanks as received from
ienlah Smallwood; Lucy Lee Offutl, whose
book goes today; Elizabeth Armes, Marga-
r«t Burns, Dolores Burns, Marle Robert-
son, Frances McLaughlin, to whom a book
prize goes today; Mazie C., who must use
pen and ink next time; Roger Wharton,
Edna Haney, Elsie Yost, Almee Newman,
Eleanor F. Bowers, Camille Van Doren,

Marie Cissel, Florence Gompers, Otho W.
Holland, Violet Lawrence, Raymond Shape,
Helen PFenton, Maud Proctor, Nellie M.
; Suzanne Yerby, whose pleasant
letter cheered Aunt Dworothy very
much, C. R. Ludwig, Donald Stewart,

Ella Dill, Ruth Hutson, Klmon Nicolaides.

THE CHILDREN'S LEAGUE.

They Are Made Happy Through
Thought for Each Other.

x

MEMBERSHIFP COUPON,

Internationa! Headquarters,
New York City,

Natlonal Weekly Organ, the Saturday Edl-
tlon of Lhe Washington Star.

Iuternational President, Mrs. Louise Hogan,
Post Offee Box 205, Washingten, D, C.

No due=, no central fund; no salaried offi-
e All help goes direct on call from the
prestdent, through the press and other ave-
nues that are open for this work.,  Further |
luformation given oo applivcatlun tw  the
editor of this page.

S
PLEDGE.,

1 promlse to Ity every day to add happl-
ness to some one's e By being kiond.

I promise to try to earn at home each
maonth n penny, 8 posiage stamp, & nis
a e and keep It ready 1o send to any ons
uur president ey tell us I8 In need of such
Livlip.

I promise to write to my presldent once a
month amd tell her what I am dolng to help
ath and what 1 can do to belp her help

I promise to help the ChUdren's League
glve to children and others who cannot

werwise get them such books as are se-
d by my president and printed on our

' ase enroll my name and gend my hadge
in toelosed stampwrd and self-sddressed es-
Ne "l"l ~
NAMe, ...

Street,

L L P

Town ot City. ...

Sinle

BN COUNIY. csvcoarosssncnnssovosnane

Age of Appllcant, If under 20, ...veeiinsaas
tAdults may Join.)

== O i N - S e = Rl e e s e — vt — 2

Date of Applleation,

I I A

|
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INSTRUCTIONS.

1. Got n few actlve members and form a clrcle.

2. Mest once In two weeks.

3. Give your elrele a fitting name, for In-

na,
ptunce. the Children’s League, or the O. L. Helping
Hand Clrele. Always use the C. Lo with the namae
you declde unon, in order to kecp In close touch
with the ceniral movement,

4. Elect a presldent, a secretary and a treasurer
and a librarian.

5. Make your own roles In harmony with the
pledge sou send your :-h'nlil"ll!.

4 Send a menthly report of all you do to the
children’s secretary, with names, age and address
of ench member written on the couprm on this pag-.

7. Keep on eall In your treasury the amount you
portulse on your plalge to try to earn or save, and
when an emerge arlses your prestdent will let
you know where to send this fund. Report monthly.

E. Keep a separate fund for loeal! work and for
the work connected with this page. We will tell
¥ou from thme to time, In answer to vour letters,
whers snd how you can find nelghborhood oppor-
tunitles for pleasant lcal work.

8. All members should Joln In our eontests and
win our prizes, as this 1s our mesna for trying to
make you happy in retum for your kind effort for
others, and through which we are helplog you get
your own lbrary and recreation centers. You must
wautch this page to learn how we are doing this.

10, Adults may joln our league If they will work
with ns. The league has thoussvds of members,
adulis and children, all over the world.

11. Use part of your fund to buy a hook once a
month fur your clrele Hbrary, and scleet your bouks
from the sts we publish,

12, Address all letters to

- THE CHILDREXN'S EDITOR.
The Evenlug Star, Washingtou, D. G

League Reports.
Dear President:
Inclosed are $2 for the purpose Mrs. Ho-

gan thinks best. We have a museum and
our lbrary has increased. We bought
“Galopoff, the Talking JFony,” which 1

have read and think a very nlce book. If
every one obeyed the motto Pauline gave
Galopoff he would surely tmprove. Having
read the rules, T find {t is necessary to
gend in the names of the members of our
clrele, the Willing Hand. The cirele num-
beér | do not know, but would llke to know.
The names are: Charles Macalester, 617
tith street northeast, secretary; Marie Bren-
nan, 717 Tth street northeast, treasurer;
Winifred Kuhns, 64 Morris street north-
east, librarfan; Bessie Brennan, T17 Tth
street northeast; Will Brennan, T17T 7Tth
street northeast; Edith Macalester, 617 6th
street northeast, and myself, 715 Tth street
northeast, president. I am sorry [ dld not
report before, but will try and be regular
after this. Your Httle friend.
URBAN ROSEN.

You are doing very well, indeed. We re-
turn the money order, as the rule is that
z:u hold your momey in your emergency

nk. untll we ®ll you just where to send
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&
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fund for children's warm play rooms in
winter, to keep them off the streets. So
keep all you can save or earn until I call
on you for he!p, and wateh this page every
day—not every Saturday—for such a call.
We must be ready at all times, not only
on Saturday. AUNT DOROTHY.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

We have succeeded in collecting 39 cents
for August. We think we will do better
next month. Our secretary has gone to
the country and I have just returned after
a very pleasant trip. I hope the little
girl enjoyed her week at the gunshine
house. We enjoy the children's page very
much. Lovingly yours,

CHEERFUL GIVERS.
Grace Lynch, President.

The little girl had a lovely time. Put
your money in your emergency call bank
and be ready to help actively this winter,
as there will be good work to do.

AUNT DOROTHY.

L)

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I am going to tell you how I like the
children's page. Every Saturday I watch
for the paper boy to come, and when he
comes, I run down stairs and out, to get
The Star. Then I come in and sit down
and read the paper over. Then after dinner
I g0 out and sit down and read it over
good. I will send some stamps to Mrs.
Alden, for helping the babies' ice fund and
summer home, at Darien, Conn., because 1
like bables =0 well. Your true friend,

DOLORES B., Age 8

Put your stamps in your emergency bank

now,. please,

Drear Aunt Dorothy:

I would like to belong to the club, as my
sister belongs to it. 1 am golng to belong
to the circle. Yours truly,

MARGARET B., Age 7.

We are glad to welcome you, and send a
badge.—Ed.

Dear Editor:

I am an interested reader of the children’'s
page of The Saturday Evening Star. 1
should like to become eligible to take part
in the letter box, story club and to send
in an oecaslonal drawing 1o try for a prize.
Kindly send necessary information to yours
sincerely,

FLORENCE M. G., Age 10.

P. S.—I hope to see my letter and drawing
in The Staturday Evening Star.

You will find all information on the page
from week to week. Any reader may join
the league by following the printed rules.
Any reader may contribute to letter box or
story club and try for a prize. Always ad-
dress “Aunt Dorothy,” care of The Star.—
Ed.

Dear Aunt Darothy:

I was so glad to see my letter printed and
to learn that F would get a book. I have
not received It yet, but I am sure I will like
it, because I am so fond of reading. I am
reading Dickens’ books now, and like them
very much. Martin Chuzzlewit and Nich-
olas Nickleby are the best of the ones I
have read. 1 will try to write sometime of
some of the things I see in the country. 1
send a little winter landscape, but it is not
like the one 1 sent some lime ago. Yours
truly,

LUCY LEE O.

Your picture is very well done and we
are sorry we cannot reproduce it., Send us
something in pen and ink. Your book,
“Friends and Helpers' is sent today. We
hope you will enjoy It.—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I am very much interested in The Star's
children's page and have solved all but one
of the “puzzles” several times. This time,
however. I will enclose all of the answers to
puzzles in Saturday's Star, September 19.
Yours truly,

ELLA B. D.

1727 Corcoran Street.

We are glad you like the page.—Ed.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I am glad school is going to open Monday,
because 1 like it. As I saw s0o many chil-
dren’s names in The Star I thought I would
begin to join it too. I am going to the
fourth grade in school., I like the children’s
page very much. I read it nearly every
Saturday evening. I like the Four Little
Indians very mucih. Now 1 will close from
your little friend,

RAYMOND G,

Your badege goes today, We are glad you
like the page.

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

Here 1 am again, still trying for a prize.
This time I will enclose five cents with the
stamps for the babies’ ice fund. How are
the fresh air children enjoying themselves?
This morning 1 earned five cents and as [
wias going to get something with it, T met
the blind man and gave it to him, Good-bye,

MARIE R.

Keep on, Marie, but put your stamps next
time in yvour “‘emergency call” bank, for
we will need them. AUNT DOROTITY.
Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I amm real sorry to hear that vou are ill,
but 1 hope vou will be better soon now. I
was very proud to see my Fourth of July
story in the paper and more so to think that
I have won a prize for it. My address is
1719 14th street northwest, and I am nine
vears old, I have some money that 1T have
been saving., 1 will send it In when there is
a call for it for some of the little children.
Yours truly,

. ROGER P. H.

Thank you, Roger, I am better again.,
Keep your money for a call

ATUNT DOROTHY,

THE STORY OF FAMILY CARES.
(Prize Story.)

One bright morning Helen Dawson came
down stairs with her arms full of birth-
day presents. When she awoke In the
1 morning she found a little kitten lying on
the bed beslde her. On the foot of the

bed she saw a little Noah's ark. She was
80 pleased that she didn't stop to put her
clothes on, but hurried down stairs with
her things. She hadn't gone but four steps
when what should she meet but a little
puppy. She did not care anything about
her poor broken dolly now, for she had
two live pets. As soon as she had her
breakfast she began thinking names for
her pets. She decided to call the kitten
Helen, after herself, and the puppy after
her cousin Richard. The reason she got
the kitten and puppy was because she had
a little dog and it died, so her mother
promised her a puppy and a kitten on her'
birthday. She now has a little family of
her own to care for. She feeds them at her
tea table Instead of on the floor, and
teaches them many tricks.
PEARL P., age 10 years.

Dear Editor:

I have written a litle story for the
children’s page in The Star. Hoping it
will be published, I remaln,

Yours truly, M. L. G.

DAISY BROWN'S NEW GAME.

“Mamma,”’ said little Daisy Brown, “I
do wish I had some new game to play. I
am so tired of playing with my dollies, and
they won't look pretty in the new silk
dresses I have just made for them.”

Mrs. Brown was very busy just then, and
told her little daughter that she would
talk to her about it in the evening. That
evening Mrs. Brown told Daisy that she
had thought of a delightful game, and if
she came in the nursery the next afternoon
she would see it. The next afternoon when
Daisy went to the nursery what do you
think she saw? She saw a little stove,
with a real fire in It, a table all set with
pretty dishes, all sorts of cooking utensils
and a little pan of cream all ready to bhe
skimmed, and some meat to cook. Dalsy
told her mamma It was the nicest game
she ever played. M. L. G.
Aunt Dorothy:

A warm night in June a mother was sit-
-ting in her reading room reading, and her
little daughter playing with toys. As her
mother had just finished the fourth chapter
she sald to her little girl, "It is time to go
to bed.”” The little girl ran into the nursery
and told nurse what mother had said. So
the old nurse undressed her and she gath-
ered up her tovs and went upstairs with
both hands full, but just as she shut the
door the cat came running out, and she
dropped her toyvs out of one hand and
picked up the cat. The little dog Rover
came running out to the little girl to plck
him up, but she could not, because she had
both hands full; but she walked up slowly
s0 the little dog could keep up with her.
She then went to her room and said her
prayers, and before a half hour she was
tight asleep, dreaming of angels.

HELEN H.
THE PICNIC.

One lovely day in early summer auntie
and mysell went with a number of friends
to Cabin John to spend the day. In our
party” there were three ladies, two young
girls and three children, including myself.
The ride there un the cars was lovely, and
when we reached the grounds we succeeded
in gettlng a pavilion and took possession
of the upper story. This pavilion was built
around a huge tree, and we were right up
among the branches, where it was cool and
shady. After looking around at the differ-
ent places of amusement we rested a while,
then prepared for lunch. We three chil-
dren, Eleanor, Kenneth and myself, went
to the spring ror water, while the ladies
spread the lunvn. Such a time as we had
to get to that =pring! The path was all
hills and hollows, and if it had not been for
Kenneth's help 1 would never have gotten
to the bottom. We all refreshed ourselves
with a drink of the clear, cold water, then
hllt:'_j our glasses again and started for our
pavilion. We had such a rough, stecp way
to go that there was very idttle water left
in our glasses when we reached the level
ground, We all sat dewn to lunch, and the
sandwiches and other zood things disap-
peared remarkably quick. Soon after our
lunch we had a ride on th: merry-go-round
and sgcenle railroad. Then we went down
under the large bridge and ilistened to the
echo of cur voices and threw stones in the
water. After supper we played games
arcund the tree in our pavilion, then had
another ride on the merry-go-round, visited
the palm garden, where we saw some funny
moving pictures, ‘listensd to the band a
while, and, as it was growing late, we had
one more ride on the merry-go-round, and
that ended our day's fun.

ELEANOR F. F.

On the Chesapeake.
Mary E. Ireland in the Magazine of Poetry.

Thank you for your pity, strunger,
That wy 1ife gpon the bay

Is g0 full of toll and dunger,
And no pleasures—us you say,

There are two sides to that pictuare;
One, so warm, aud sweet, and bright,

That it traly hides the other
As the elear sun hides the night,

I've a cheery little cotlage,
Loving wife and ehildren threa,
And I know th's very minute
They are watching out for ma,
In an Loor, if God so will it,
I shall b with them agaln,
And the welvome of thelr kisses
Will refresh like summner rain.

All my toil will b forgoiten

In the comfort of my hearth,
Amd the pat of tlny footsteps

Be the sweetest sound on earth,
Our sapper will be frogat,

But prepared with lowing hand.
No king could feast more royally

With kingdoms at command,

True, we struggle for our living,
Have our t11a’s here and theros,

But in trusting to our Savlor
Wi are happy anywhere,

Thank you for your plty, stranger,
But It's needied not by me;

Give it to some lonely ersature,
Without wife and children three,

Sweet Rest.
Mary E. Ireland In the Lutheran Obsorver.

Little Charlle was trotting to school one day,
Wearing shoes that had bright eopper toes,
And his dear little face was as frosh and sweet

As the dew lu the heart of a rose.

His mother was leading her dear Charlle boy;
He was five years old that day,

And for only two hours would be with his book,
The other ten given to play.

“The wenther Is lovely,' the good mother sald;
“'Tls a pleasure fo breathe the pure ulr.

God's beautiful sunshine illnmines the streets
And the heavens above are so fale, ">

“Yes," answered the wise little man at her side,
“The cily Is pleasant, I know;

But when the time comes 1 can take a day off
For rest—to the couniry 1'11 go.*

This thought was not his. he but echoed the words
Of a neighbor who tolled for his bread

And for shoes for his six little chlldren’s feat
And hats for each dear litle head.

This Incldent true, and with moral attached,
To all the dear boys is addressod;

From doing good deeds may you take no day off,
And In evil cnes néver take rost.

Wee Helen,

“Muvver,"’ sald wee Helen,
Pushing back her golden halr,

“Lets have a 'ittle lovin' time
In g'an'pa’s big arm-chair.”

**Now we's nlee an’ comfy.
Muavver, darlln’, 1 love vo.
8'puse "oo had no ‘ittle dirl,
‘hat ‘oo fink ‘oo’d do?* -

“What Is Jesus muvver's name?*
She whispered very low;

“I'ge often wondered, muvver,
1 wish 'at I did know."

~“Did ‘oo say ‘at It Is Ma-wy?
Why, muvver, 'at’s "oor name;

His muvver's name an' my mamma's
Iz just de ve-wy same."’

“*No, not elther’”

{a‘lth'n kmwl&] little pod),

“For ‘oor's is Ms-wy Leonard
An hers is Ma-wy—Dod.” -

“God hless Httle danghter,*
o e
*'a-men.

| “wmtmm.

usement, because
reat woods to get

Hazel nutting Is fine

you have to go into the
the prime ones, as it there that the

largest hagzels grow, som® of them as high

as a two-storled house; It is of no use to
g0 a-nutting without havipg a long hook of
some kind or other, as thé finest and ripest
clusters grow at the top# of the hazels, the
branches of which are: tbo slender to be
climbed, so must perforpé be pulled down
by the nut hook, or you will never taste the
richest of the creamy kernels. Then how
vroud is that boy who has got the largest
and greatest number of ruts in a cluster or
bunch—perhaps seven in a bunch—a number
seldom exceeded and rarely found; and how
the other boys go hunting about to find one
as fine, and cannot, and*what a quantity of
nuts they offer for it. which you do not
take, but give it to the least boy, who has
scarcely got any, and has such a little hook
that he cannot reach the fine brown clus-
ters which stand rocking in the breeze un
the topmost branches. Then how happy it
makes him to become the possessor of the
finest bunch of nuts that has been gathered.
Some boy or other is sure to get lost; then
you have to go and help to tind him, and
you agree never to be out of hearing of one
another, and after wandering a long way
into the wood, and shouting to one another
till you are almost hoarse, you at last hear
his voice, and If he is a cowardly boy—you
find him pale and frightened, and he begins
to tell you what he should have done had
night come on; and if you are noble-hearted
boys you will try to cheer him up, and not
laugh at him and ask him *‘If he didn't cry
for his mammy."” For boys have been lost
in woods before now, and not found at
times until they were s0 weakened by hun-
ger that they had not strength to walk un-
less supported, How pleasant It is. too,
when you have got plenty of nuts, to sit
under some great tree, on the soft, velvety
wood turf, and enjoy the provisions you
have brought with you, or when returning
homeward and nearing some village, to har-
galn with the farmer's wife or pretty milk-
mald for the warm milk she is carrving
home, which is all of a foam. Then to re-
member that good old Izaak Walton, who
wrote that beautiful work on angling, did
the very same thing in the fields more than
two hundred years ago, when he gave the
milkmaid some of his fish for a hearty
drink of her new milk. These are pleasant
things to think and talk about, and nothine
that reproaches the mind after the innocent
enjoyment is over. H.

The Pearl.

Of course, every oné knows Lhat the pearl
comes from the oyster, but everybody does
not know that the oyster which is ealen has
nothing to do with producing it. In fact,
the oyster that does produce the pearl seems
to be very unconscious of his industry in
this respect.

The operation takes place down, down,
down in the furthermost depths of the sea.
So far as we understand why the oyster
forms the pearl, it is in this way: A tiny
substance like sand gets. into its shell. The
oyster resents the intrdsion and seeks to
cover it. It is this process wnich forms the
pearl. This theory seems to be proven true
by the fact that the Chinese deliberately
put atoms or bits of glass Into the oyster's
shell, and find out that this process goes on.
The peariy julce of flhq eyster is poured
over the foreign substance, and so pearls
ire made for gueens and princesses and
very rich and fashivnable people to wear.

It seems a vain and silHy custom—this seek-
ing for pearls—when ene considers the life
of the pearl tisher and how very short it
is. Most of this business of diving for
pearis is carried on off the coast of Ceylon,
near that part of the coast which is most
barren and unattractive

When the time of year approaches for the
pearl fisheries to begin g scene of great
bustle takes place ashore. Huts are strung
together along the coast aind merchants,
Jugglers, snake charmers and all kinds of
queer people come lluoeking, The dlvers_ are
expected trom India—for the natives of Cey-
lon have no mind to sherten their lives or
offer them up, by chance, to the shark.
These poor Hindus, howeyver, corhe and

make their prayers and descend into the
water. The diver Is apt to be suffocated
under water, under which he cannot stay

more than half a minute. He holds a rope
in his hand which he pulls—and before he
pulls it he makes good use of the half min-
ute by filling his basket. The ground of the
sea is strewn with oysters.

How does he dive? Well, at about T
o'clock in the morning he gets into the
boat with the rest of his party. A lttle

wooden scaffold is fixed on each side of the
boat, and ffom this the diving tackle ia
suspended. There is a stone with a hole
through the top of it. A rove goes throuzh
the hole, and there is a loop un the top of
the stone, which malees a stirrup for the
diver's foot.

Now. the diver has gotten out of the boat
and is swimming in the water. He takes
hold of the rope, and puts one foot in the
stirrup. He stands here, supporting him-
self by one arm. Then the people in the
boat throw a basket to him to put the oys-
ters in. When he Is regdy for the plunge
he grasps his nostrils with one hand and
goes down, still standing on the stonoe.
When he is drawn up again, with a filled
basket, he meets another diver coming
down.

This lasts for thirty days, and all that
time the diver is dodging sharks and strug-
gling with suffocation—so that fine ladies
may wear pearls. 5

1L seems unfair to the poor diver, and yet
lthait is the way he chooses to make his liv-
ng.

A Truthful Hero.

Master Walters had been much annoyed
by some of his scholars whistling In school.
Whenever he called a boy to account for
such a disturbance, he would plead that it
was unintentlonal—“He forgot all about
where he was.” This became s0 frequent
that the master said he would punish the
next offender. The next day, when the
room was unusually qulet, a loud sharp
whistle broke the stillness. Every one assert-
ed that it was a certain boy, who had the
reputation of a mischief maker and a liar.
He was called up, and, though, with a
somewhat stubborn look, he denied it again
and agaln, was commanded to hold out his
hand. At this fnstant a slender little fel-
low, not more than seven years old, and
with a very pale but decided face, held out
his hand, saying as he did so, with the clear
and firm tone of a hero:

“Mr. Walters, sir, do not punish him; I
whistled. 1 was doing a long, hard sum,
and in rubbing out another 1 rubbed it out
by mistake and spoiled it all, and before I
thought, whistled right out, sir. I was
very much afraid, but I could not sit there
and act a lie when I knew who was to
blame. You may punish me as you said
you should.” And wit the firmness he
could command he Held out the little hand,
never for a moment ng that he was
to be punished. Mr, _\J\'a(lters was very
much affected. “Cha . sald he looking
at the erect form of the delicate child who
had made such a conguest over his natural
timidity, I wowuld ndt puanish you for the
world. No one here doupts that you spoke
the truth."” A% G

%

thls picture, hoping
T C. R. LUDWIG.

Dear Editor: I sendl'.}
to win a prize. Yours!
Richmond, Va.

AL 8-

Iktomi and the Turtle.

From *'Old Indian Legends.”’ Retold by Zitkala-8a.

The huntsman Patkasa (turtle) stood
bent over a newly slain deer.

The red-tipped arrow he drew from the
wounded deer was unlike the arrows In his
oWwn quiver. Another's stray shot had
killed the deer. Patkasa had hunted all
the morning without so much as spying an
ordinary blackbird.

At last, returning homeward, tired and
heavy-hearted that he had no meat for the
hungty mouths in his wigwam., he walked
slowly with downcast eyes. Kind ghosts
pitied the unhappy hunter and led him to
the newly slain deer, that his children
should not ery for food.

When Patkasa stumbled upon the deer
in his path he exclalmed: ‘‘Good spirits
have pushed me hither."”

Thus he leaned long over the gift of the
friendly ghosts.

“How, my f{riend,” said a volce behind
his ear, and a hand fell on his shoulder.
It was not a spirit thils time.- 1t was old
1ktomi.

“How, Iktemi!"” answered Patkasa, still
stooping over the deer.

“My friend, you are a skilled hunter,”
began Iktomi, smiling a thin smile which
spread from one ear to the other.

Suddenly raising up his head Patkasa's
black eyes twinkled as he asked: “Oh, you
really say so?” =

“Yes, my friend, you are a skiliful fel-

“#My friend, you are a skilled hunter.”

low. Now let us have a little contest. Let
us see who ean jump over the deer with-
out touching a halr on his hide,” suggested
Iktomi.

“Oh, I fear I cannot do it
kasa, rubbing his funny,
gether.

“Have no coward's doubts, Patkasa. I
say you are a sKkillful fellow, who finds
nothing hard to do.” With these words
Iktomi led Patkasa a short distance away.
In little puffs Patkasa laughed uneasily.

“Now, you may Jump first,” said Iktomi.

Patkasa, with doubled fists, swung his
fat arms to and fro, all the while biting
hard hLis under lip.

Just before the run and leap Iktomi put
In: “Let the winner have the deer to eat.”

It was too late now to say no. Patkasa
was more afrald of being called a coward
than of losing the deer. “Ho-wo0,"" he re-
plied, still working his short arms. At
length he started off on a run. So quick
and small were his steps that he seemed
to be kicking the ground only. Then the
leap! But Patkasa tripped upon a stick
and fell hard against the slde of the deer.

“He-he-he!" exclaimed lktom!, pretend-
Ing disappointment that his friend had
allen.

Lifting him to his feet, he sald: “Now:it
is my turn to try the high jump.”” Hardly
was the last word spoken than lictemi gave
a leap high above the deer.

“The game is mine,"” laughed he, patting
the sullen Patkasa on the back. “My
friend, watch the deer while I go to bring
my children,” said Iktomi, darting lightly
through the tall grass.

*atkasa was always ready to belleve the
words of scheming people and to do the
little favors any one asked of him. How-
ever, on this occasion he did not answer
“Yes, my friend.”” He realized that Iktomi's
flattering tongue had made him foolish.

He turned up his nose at Iktomi, now
almonst out of sight, as much as to say,
“Oh, no, Ikto; I do not hear your words."

Soon there came a murmur of volces. The
sound of laughter grew louder and louder.
All of a sudden it became hushed. OIld
Iktoml led his young brood to the place
where he had left the turtle, but it was
vacant. Nowhere was there any sign of
Patkasa or the deer. Then the babes did
howl.

“HBe still!" said Father Iktoml to his
children. “I know where Patkasa lives.
Follow me; I shall take you to the turtle's

cried Pat--
thick palms to-

dwelling.”” He ran along a narrow foot-
path toward the creek near by. Close upon
his heels came his children, with tear-

streaked faces.

“There!” said Tktomi, in a loud whisper
as he gathered his little ones on the bank.
“There is Patkasa broillng venlson. There
is his teepee and the savory fire is in his
front yard.”

The young Iktomis stretched their necks
and rolldd their round black eves like
newly hatehed birds. They peered into the
water.

“Now, I will cool PAtkasa's fire, I shall
bring wyou the broiled venison. Watch
closely. When you see the black coals rise
to the surface of the water clap your
hands and shout aloud, for soon after that
sign I shall return to you with some ten-
der meat.”

Thus saying, Iktomi plunged into the
creek. Splash, splash! the water leaped
upward into spray. Searcely had it be-

come level and smooth than there bubbled
up many black spots. The creek was
seething with the danecing of round, black
things.

“The cooled fire! The ecoals!” laughed
the brood of Iktomis. Clapping together
their little hands, they chased one another
along the edge of the creek. They shouted
and hooted with great glee. E

“Ahas!” said a gruff volce across the
water. It was Patkasa. In a large willow
tree leaning far over the water he sat upon
a large limb. On the very same branch
was a bright burning fire, over which Pat-
kasa broiled the venison. By this time the
water was calm again. No more danced
those black spots on its surface, for they
were the toes of old Iktoml. He was]|
drowned.

The Iktomi children hurried away from
the creek, erying and ecalling for their
water-dead father.

The Quarrelsome Kittens.

Two llttle kittens,
One atormy night,

Began to quarrel,
Aund then to fight.

One had a mouse,

And tke other had nonej
And that's the way

The quarrel begun,

I will have that mouse,'™
Sald the blggest cat.

*“You'll have 1that mouse?

We'll see about that!"’

*I will have that mouse,”
Bald the tortolseshell;

And. spitting and scratching,
On her sister she fell,

The old lady took
The sweeping broom,
And swept them both
Right out of the room,

The ground was covered
Thick with snow,

They bad lost the mouse,
And had nowhere to go.

8o they lay and shivered ¥
Beslde the door

Till the old lady had finished -
Sweeplng the floor, A5

And then they erept in
Az qulet as mlice,

All wet with snow
And cold as lce;

And found It much better,
That stormy night, .
To lie by the fire,
Than qm;rel and fight,

You may bear the sunshine wherever yon go,
For a smiling face 1s the face to show,

- Like a nested some breast;
Bome heart with ita sore
Will find the star in the
%wmm-m“mu.
e RDITH VIRGINIA BRADE.

THE CHILDREN’S ANT COLONY.

By Frances Alice Kellor.

“Mamma, this Is such a cross, tired day:
can't you make the sun shine?"

Frederic and his two brothers had been
trying perseveringly to amuse themselves
during a long, stormy winter's day, when
play out of doors was impossible. At last,
however, they had come to their mother
for ald.

Only for a moment did mamma's ingea-
ulty fail. Then, glancing at the restless
little people and brushing the curls from
the petitioner's hot little face, she sa'd,
brightly:

“S8hall I go to Miss Arnold’s and ask 1If
she will give us enough ants for a nest? 1f
she can spare us a small colony, we can
spend a part of each day In learning how
they live and work'and play. Would you
like that?"

Exclamations of delight greeted this pro-
posal and mamma disappeared In guest of
the desired wvisitors, hopeful faces at the
window waliting her return.

Miss Arnold was a student of natural
history In a college, and kept many of the
insects which she was studying at her own
home. Mamma had been a selence student,
too, and thus the thought had come to hior
of teaching her sons some lessons in pa-
tience, industry, energy and perseverance
by means of these little creatures, the ants,
while also making the time pass more
pleasantly.

“*She has two kinds, and she says yom
may have twenty of each: and she will
come over and help you build the nests this
afternoon,” announced mamma upon her
return. No more restlessness now! It
vanished entlrely in the anticipation of the
coming pleasure,

Very soon Miss Arnold appeared and a
delighted company gathered about the table
for the nest-building. “Of course, wa can-
not have them about the house” explalned
Misgs Arnold, “and we could not obscove
them [f we allowed them to make
homes wherever they liked. We will hnild
a nest for each kind, as they are strangers
to each other, and will not live happily to-
gether."

With the aid of Frederie, Rob and Elmer,
the nests were bulit as follows: Two plates
of ordinary window glass were placed one
above the other, about a quarter of an uch
apart, slips of wood bheing placed around
the edge between them. Care was taken
that the wood did not fit so tightly as to
prevent ventilation. Then a quantity of
fine soil was placed between the plates, the
amount being such that the ants could he
easily observed. A small door was left at
one end. After the two nests were finishoed
they were placed each upon two horizontal
sticks, fastenad to two upright ones, whose
bases were fixed in a table. A few inches
beneath the nest was placed a board, much
larger than the nest, and with a deep
groove running all around inside the edge,
Thiz groove was then filled with water.
“We use the glass,' sald Miss Arnold. “so
that you ean watch the ants without dis-
turbing them, and when they get out of
the nest and erawi down or fall upon the
board, the water in the groove is to prevent
them from erawling away. When you wish
them to crawl out upon the table or floor
you can build them a paper bridge. When
you are not watching the nests keep the
upper glass covered with a pasteboard or
cloth., as they usually live
where it iz dark, and so do not feel quite
safe when it Is so light in their homes.
Now we will let the ants select their nests.
You see we cannot drive them into the
nest, they must choose it. Frederie, you
open the box of small brown ants wiule
Elmer lets out the black ones upon the
board.”

Liberated, the small creatures began aun
Instant investigation, running about in
every direction. “You see these ants ar2
very unlike in size and color, but are not
quarrelsome, There are some Kinds, how-
ever, which eannot live in the same neigh-
borhood without having battles with each
other or making slaves of thelr neighbora
or destroving thelr nelghbors' nests. Some-
times these two kinds quarrel, but not
often. Generally they are so busy Lhat
they do not pay ecalls or play together.
There! the brownies, as we can call them,
since their true name is so long, are con-
gregating and following their queen o-
leader into the higher nest, while the black-
ies are becoming content with the lower
one. We will now leave them to become
used to their new homes."

After Miss Arneld’'s departure the three
children could not resist watching their
small visitors, as they arranged their new
homes, moving ths soil about so as to make
different rooms and halls, and selecting tho
darkest corners for their storehouses aud
nurseries, BSoon, however, the nests were
covered over, and the children did not louk
at the ants again until late In the aiter-
noon, when mamma was able to be wilh
them. The ants then seemed quite conient
in their new home.

Thoughtful litile Elmer soon pecame =bh-
sorbed in what was going on in tiie nest,
and after a pause sald: “Make de big ant
do somping; she's lazy,” pointing to the
largest of the blackies.

“But, dear, she Isn't lazy, that 1s the
queen ant. You Know each nest hds a
queen whe governs, keeps order, lays ile
eges and directs the work. She never gets
her own food or builds nests, and very =cl-
dom comes out of the home. When she
does she has a guard about her just az did
the fairy queen in your little play las* fall.
Her food is brought to her, and she is al-
ways shown the greatest respect. Some-
times there are several gueen ants in a

their

nest, although among beesa thore is only
one. These queens are hatched with wings,

but after flying once they go Inio the nest,
tear off their wings and do not leave the
nest again. Now shall we give them their

supper? Some other time we can visit the
queen. I think that Elmer may get the

honey, for he, like the ants, is very fond of¥Y
sweets."”

Eilmer placed the honey in the center of
the large board, and ere long oae venture-
some blackie, who was roaming aloui, dis-
covered it. )

“How did he find it, mamma?" queried
Rob.

“It i3 not known just how well ants see,
but I think he must have smelled it. Their
power of smelling is very great. You re-
member, Elmer, how some ants ia the vard
found your sugar plums where you had
placed them in a box upstalis, and after
you had moved the box to another place
down stairs. You see the ant 's made up
of three parts, a head, whrre th: cyes and
feelers are: a thorax, to which the legs re
fastened, and the abdomen, containing the
digestive organs. There, with this glass
you can see the eyes, one upon e¢ach side,
which are composed of numerous smaller
cnes, and also th2 three single eyes upon
the top of the head. In sceme of the oc-
cupations of thesa ants we shali see }“nw
they use the different parts of Lhetr bodies.
They have more eyes and a kea2nar sense qf
smell than we to help them in findlng their
food."”

“Three!
eric.

“Yes, the blackie has found more food
than he can eat or carry home. So he haa
gone for help, and has brought two com-
panions. I know that Elmer is ready o
ask how he could tell them whar he want-
ed. Thege long, featherlike threads in the
head are called antennae or feelers, and
the ants communicate hy means of these
by crossing them with those of other ants.
Ants have no language as we have, but can
express what they wish by gesture. We
also use gestures sometimes. For instance,
when you cannot hear my voice anu I wave
good-bye to you with my hands. When the
ants march from one nest to another toney
send one or more scouis ahead to se> if
there is any danger. These 3couts stand

mamma, three!"” shouted Fred:

under ground |

upon their hind legs and wave {1+ feelers
in the air in order to scent the danger or
to hear more accurately.”

By this time nearly the whaole colony of
blackies was out and the scene about the
honey was a busy one.

“Ants usually carry their food to the
nest, and they are very polite, for they sel-
dom eat by the way. See how courteously
the larger blackie ig helping the smalicr
one with his load! Although they cannoat
eat all of this food today, they very wliaely
carry It home for some future t'me, Thev
store up food mueh the same as squirrela
do, and they rarely have a famine. They—""

“They are quarreling, I know they are!™
came from Rob.

“Take the glass, dear, and sea If the two
are quarreling.”

“Looks as if they were playving,'"” com-
mented Frederie,

“Not quite that, you see the smaller ona
has gotten inte the honey and ia very un-

comfortable because he s so sticky. Tha
other iz cleaning off the honey, fur anta
are very neat. When I kept a nest 1

marked each ant with a tiny uit >f colored
paint so that T could tell them apart; but
within a few days they would hLave the
paint all cleaned from each other's hacks.
You never sce ants with soiled (lothing or
uncisan faces! These Httle—"

"o

“What is it, Elmer?”’ .

“I just let him crawl on my fing>*r and ha
pricked me!"” exclaimed Elmer, looging rue-
fully at a fast-traveling blackie,

“You must learn to make friends with tha
ants, dear, and must handle them quiely.
They have no sting, but quite strong jaws
or mandibles, though they never Lite serl-
ously unless they are guarreling or de.
fending themselves.™

“There are some brownies!
bestis!” exclaimed injured Elmer. And
sure eaough, a half dozen or so0 of thesa
were eating from the honey, amd others
were traveling home heavily laden.

“These ants will work until the food is all
taken,” sald mamma. “Onece [ kept an ant

1 like brownia

busy carrying food to her nest all day
long. She worked from 6 o'clock in toe
morning until 10 o'clock at nlght, when 1

sent her home.
trips.

“The bell for supper! Shall we leave our
new friends to thelr wark? Elmer, had you
not better put back the one which yvou ara
carrying away on vour and let I8
have its supper while we have ours?

She made over one hundred

Sleweyve

Intelligence of Birds.

The eentral prison at Agra iz the roost-
ing place of great numbers of the common
blue pigeon. They fily out to the neighbor-
ing for food every morning, and
return in the evening, when they drink at
a tank just outside the prison walls. In this
tank large number of fresh water
turtles, which lie in wait for the pigeons,
just under the surface of the water and at
the edge of it. Any Lird allghtineg to drink
near one of these turtles has a good chance
of having its head bitten off and eaten; and
the headless of pigeons have been
picked up near the water, showing the fate
which has sometimes befallen the birds.
The plgeons, are aware of the
danger, and have hit ¢n the following plan
to escape it: A pigeon comes In from Ita
long flight, and, as it nears the tank, in-
stead of flying down at once to the water's
edge, will cross the tank at about twenty
feet above {ts surface, and then fly back to
the side from which it came, apparently se-
lecting for alighting a safe spot which It
had remarked as it flew over the tank; but
even when such a spot has been selected
the bird will not alight on the edge of the
water, but on the bank about a yvard from
the water, and will then run down quickly
to the water. take two or three hurried
gulps of it, and then fly off to repeat the
same process at another part of the tank
till its thirst is satistied. T had often watch-
ed the birds doing this. and could not ac-
count for their strange mode of drinking
till told by my friend, the superintendent
of the prison, of the turlles which lay im
ambush for the pigeons.

country

bodies

lhiowever,

How to Make Photograph Paste.

Dissclve half an ounce of hard gelatine in
three cunces two drams of cold water until
quite soft, then beat until melted; now add
oene ounce six drams of glveerine. This will
set hard, and must be melted on the hob
or in hot wiater Tor use, The advantage of
this preparation is that there is no sticki-
ness as with gum, nor does it leave n stain.
It Is excellent for mounting both photo=
graphs and scraps.

Chickens Raised by Electricity.

In the Electrle World and Engineer E. H,
Sheldon reports success In heating incubas-

tors and brooders by electricity, used to
warm a tank of water.—Popular Seientic
News.

A small boy demanded an explanation of
the names applied to the four classes of
the college course. He listened attentively
and sat buried in thought for some tim>. At
last he anxiously asked: “Papa, if you are
James Little, sr.. and I am James Little, jr.,
will my son be James Little, sophomore?"—
Trained Methods.

A little girl was overheard talking to her
doll. whose arm had come off, exposing the
sawdust stuffing: “You dear, good, obedlent
dolly. I Knew I had told you to chew your
food fine, but I didn't think you would chew
it as fine as that.” —American Kitchen Mag-
azine.

“Mamma,” said Willie, leaning toward his
mother and speaking in a loud whisper,
*“the preacher said a little while ago, ‘Une
word more and [ have done,” and he's talk-
ed o631 words sinee he said it. T've been
counting 'em on him!"—Chicago Tribune,

BEHEADINGS
1. Behead to dismay and leave a relative
2 Behead to scorch and leave chief.

3. Behead divide and leave acquired

skill. )
4. Behead belief and leave a musical pipe,

Lo

CHARADE.
My first is to fasten.
My second s to exist.
My third is a hint. p
My whole is a feast in the open air amd
is much enjoyed when the wealher is fair,

ENIGMA—1.
My first is in rabbit, but not in squirrel
My second is in boy, but not in girl.
My third is in hair, also in curl
My fourth is in diamond, but not in pearl.
My fifth is in plaything, but not in toy.
My whole Is a poet and the name of a boy.

ENIGMA-—2.
My first is in buggy, but not in sleigh.
My second is in June. but not in May.
My third is In river, but not in laKe.
My fourth s In buy, but not in take.
My fifth is in lonely. but not in forsake.
My whele is a greenish mineral.

ENIGMA.
Arabla. 2
BEHEADINGS.
Olive—live. Pearl—earl. Yelk—elk. Hise

tory—story. Label—Abel.

WORL SQUARE.
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JUMBLED WORDS.
Modern artists—

Gibson. Underwood.
Christy. Gilbert.
Pierce. : B
PROVERBS.

Bpeech is silver, silence is golden.
Stiteh in time saves nine.
Whatever is worth doing at all is wort)
doing well.

; ENIGMA.
History. . .- e




